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His thoughts, when he reached this point, ceased to be trans-
cribable in definite words, but their gist was that some kind of
sympathy—some friendly Influence beyond the power of that
blood-thirsty crowd—may have reached the dying woman
from the great earthwork!
A sick disgust with all the material happenings that had ever
taken place in this town of such tragic roots seized him now,
and he made an effort to think of his soul as altogether de-
tached from matter, detached from all movements of matter,
for they were all hurting and cruel Matter couldn't be stirred
without pain; and he tried to think of his soul as if it floated in
a clear calm sea underneath the whole turbulent business.
"I must talk to that Mr. Wye," he said to himself. "Doesn't
Plato teach how you can sink down into this sea of untroubled
Being, below all the fever of the world?" He went over to his
fire and seating himself in his armchair threw some more coal
into the little grate.
A blue flame, and then an orange-coloured flame, rose up
to welcome this offering, and the light flickered on his cropped
skull, on his bony knees, on his powerful wrists, as he leaned
towards the blaze. "I'd better tell Wizz," he thought, "but it'll
upset her. It'll make her angry."
He realized, as he thought of this, how much everything in
his life had come to depend on Wizzie's moods. "Will it vex
her, will it please her ?" had become, if not his dominant mo-
tive, at least his perpetual preoccupation.
He leaned back in his chair now, still thinking hard. "She
never talks about those old bad days," he thought. "But thafs
natural. It's still too near and too painful. Aye, what she must
have gone through!" He began plumbing all the deep-sea
fathoms of what he had learnt about a girl's mind in these last
months. But after all how little he knew! Mona had been ob-
viously an exception. But wasn't this one an exception too ? Per-
haps every girl was an exception!
Perhaps there was no such thing as the normal woman, or
woman-in-the-abstract. What was it that Old Funky had been
hinting at and hovering round ? The horse was clearly a side
issue. But what did he mean about Grummer Urgan being
jealous? It was inconceivable that Wizz had allowed such a
repulsive old man to make overtures to her. She would cer-
tainly be justified in getting furiously angry with a lover, how-

